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Saying Thank You to the Rain

Teachers and fellow students: Hello everyone! I am Chen Xiaoman from Class Two,
Grade Five. The title of my speech under the national flag today is Saying Thank You
to the Rain.

Let me start with an old story. Last summer, at dismissal time, the rain fell as
if someone were pouring water down from the sky. I had no umbrella and stood worried
at the corner of the teaching building. Our homeroom teacher walked by and pressed
her black umbrella into my hands, saying: your home is far, take it first. Before I
could refuse, she was already dashing into the rain with a stack of exercise books in
her arms. When she reached the office building, her shirt clung to her back, but the
books were held above her head, not a page wet. The next day I returned the umbrella
to her; there were still specks of mud on its ribs. A box of throat lozenges appeared
on her desk, bought with money pooled by our whole class, because her voice had been

hoarse for days.
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The help I received on rainy days goes far beyond that one umbrella. The elderly
groundskeeper on duty dug an old raincoat out of the equipment room, shook off the
dust, and put it on my shoulders, saying: kid, don’t catch a chill. My deskmate
stuffed me a pair of dry insoles from home and walked the whole day in wet shoes
himself. The lunch lady ladled me an extra spoonful of hot soup when I got my meal,
saying: you got rained on, drink something hot. Each of these things is small alone;

piled together, they are all the warmth one rainy day can hold.

I used to think that if someone helped me, keeping it in my heart was enough, and
saying thank you made no difference. Later I found that is not true. When I said
thank you to the groundskeeper, he froze for a moment, then smiled until his eyes
squinted shut, and he stood straighter than usual. A single thank you can make the

helper happy for an entire day.

So today, on behalf of my classmates, I want to invite the whole school to a
game. Starting this week, everyone writes down one small thing someone did for you,
and say thank you to their face; at the same time, do one small thing yourself, share
half an umbrella, hand someone a dry towel, steady a classmate who is slipping. The
rainy days will pass, but the thank yous we speak and the hands we reach out will
stay in other people’s memories, like umbrellas, picked up by someone else the next

time it rains.

Say thank you to the rain, and pass the warmth to the next person. That ends my

speech. Thank you all!
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